
[image: Magic by Sarah Pinborough. Tales from the Kingdoms. 'Deliciously wicked' THE INDEPENDENT. A blue background with an illustrative gold and black border made of brambles, roses and thorns. An ornate stone window is depected under the title, with a long golden braid flowing out of the window and a hand with long, dark nails is on either side of the window.]


For Gillian, of course, who else?
We’ve been on such a journey together and these fairy tales will always feel like they’re ‘ours’ not mine.
Thank you for everything.
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Expand / collapse Extended Description
Nine kingdoms are laid out on an illustrative map. There are forests to the north and east, mountain ranges to the west and the coast and islands to the south and east. The dotted line indicating the Troll Road run across the mainland. Kingdom 1 (The High Born) is in the centre of the map, on flat land just south of the Troll Road. Kingdom 2 (Plenty) is in the north east of the map, nestled between coast and forest. Kingdom 3 (Secrets Untold) is set in the north, in the Living Forest. Kingdom 4 (The Winter Lands) is set at the highest north-west point, between mountain and forest. Kingdom 5 (Nature's Keep) is set towards the south, right below the mountain range. Kingdom 6 (The Eastern Seas) is set on the souther coast, nestled between Spice Market, Port of Sinbad, and the Emperor's Palace. Kingdom 7 (The Barbaric Lands) is in the west, beyond the mountain range. Kingdom 8 (The Battle Lands) is in the south west, at the most southern point of the mainland. Kingdom 9 (The Meridian Isles) is on an island in the Meridian Sea, at the most souther point of the map - between it and the mainland, lies the Floating Palace of the Great Magician. Finally, the Kingdom of  Light and Glass is located at the most north eastern point, located beyond the Fae Forest and just below the Far Mountain. Petra's Cottage and the Emerald Pond lie westward.



One

It was the early hours of the morning and even the moon slept, hidden behind thick clouds, knitting a better blanket of darkness around Aladdin than any invisibility spell. He carefully pulled himself up the rope he’d hooked over the side of the wealthy boat, his slim, small body barely a shadow against the mahogany wood.

The Kingdom of the Eastern Seas was a busy trading hub filled with life, traders coming equally from the frozen western climes of the aptly named Barbaric Lands and from the mainland, as people chose coastal travel rather than cutting across other kingdoms and through forests that so often had a mind of their own. There was always a wait for a space in the busy harbour of Port Sinbad, and this vessel from the Meridien Isles was no exception. Tonight, that was serving him well.

It was a hot night and the sea had been mercifully calm for his swim, but he was still glad to be free of the water and the creatures which lived in it as he dropped quietly over the side and crouched, his blade in his hand. He needn’t have feared discovery, for the polished deck was empty, save for one dour guard, sitting under a hanging glass lamp, snoring quietly with an empty wine jug by his side.

Aladdin crept closer, brown eyes thoughtful as the guard let out a satisfied grunt that suggested deep dreams of ale houses and the famous brothels of Sinbad that waited for him on dry land. The man was in no danger of waking. If Aladdin moved fast he could be off the boat again in less than half an hour, which, given how much wine the guard – who was no youth – had drunk, was plenty of time.

Still, Aladdin didn’t move, instead studying the dark hairs that sprouted from the guard’s wine-reddened and pock-marked nose. The fingers linked across the heavy belly were fat as a king’s venison sausages. Both the nose hair and the fingers reminded Aladdin of his father, the spice merchant, and how he would sleep in the old wooden chair by the small fire after a hard day lugging sacks of brightly coloured powders, sugared almonds and other delicacies onto his cart to sell at the covered markets, and then bring home again to their small house, eat the dinner prepared by his wife, and sleep and start again the next day.

His father had been proud of his work even though it had never provided them with more than an honest living. His spices were of the highest quality and he could have sold them for more to the cooks at every castle in the Nine Kingdoms, but he preferred to work in the loud and lively markets where ordinary people bought and sold their wares.

To be a spice seller was a family tradition, he’d told Aladdin when he was a small child. To have the gift to add such flavours to meals was a magic of its own. A little could go a long way for the poor. To bring joy to many, that was his way, and while he might not have been rich, he had a wealth of friends who often brought honey cakes and other sweet treats for their favourite sellers. He told Aladdin that he too would know this joy when he was old enough to take over the business and have a family of his own. He said this when Aladdin was five and too young to know better. By the time Aladdin was eleven his disappointed – and perhaps heartbroken – father had realised that this lazy son of his would never amount to much and, were he to inherit the business, would either run it into the ground or sell it on.

And now Aladdin was fifteen, even though he looked younger, and he knew what his father and mother had never realised. He wasn’t lazy. He was simply differently gifted.

Yes, he decided, as the guard let out another pig-like grunt, this man did remind him of his father. It made his decision easy.

In a swift move, he pulled his sharp blade across the man’s thick neck, too fast for him to even startle. It was a quick and silent death, and very unlike the one he’d given his father a year or so ago. That had been a much messier affair, as had his mother’s. But still, he thought, as he let himself in through the door to the Viceroy of the Meridien Isles’ opulent living quarters, they had been his first. He’d got better since then.

He wiped the blade clean on his wet shorts and set about his task without another thought for the dead guard and his dreams.
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